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And they knew that Caesar was still their guardian, still
the power to which they must look for comfort and sustenance.
Did not all god-like figures die in martyrdom? Did not
Dionysus have his body torn to pieces that the worshippers
might be fed with his flesh and blood? Did not Adonis die
gored in the arms of his mother-mistress that his body might
yet spurt to new life in the earth, in the little pots of earth
and water that the lamenting women called the Gardens of
Adonis? Did not Attis die on the sacred tree that life might
never die? Did not Osiris sail out into the waters, an image
of clay and corn with face painted yellow and cheekbones
green, and yet he came to life again in the harvest? Did
not all these gods go down into darkness, into the rotting
heat of hell, where the worm lives, and were they not raised
from that darkness into the light again?

Ah, yes, every true god died that man might live. His
flesh and blood became the bread and the wine of the mother-
earth into which he died, embracing, and out of which,
embracing, he was reborn. For thus life repeated itself; and
the daughter, conceiving, turned her beloved, who was a
son, into a father, herself becoming a mother; and the child
was both of them reincarnated; and the joyous rings of
marriage redeemed the spasm of birth; and life went on.

That was the voice of the people.